A SUNNY Himalayan hill-top,
The snows beyond and the pines around,
Everywhere anemones,

Blue as the sky's bright diaphanous blue,
Shining like stars in the green of the grass:

Among them,
Flower of the flowers,
Star of these stars,
A babe of six months,
Luscious and goodly to see,
A star indeed of babes:

God bless thee, our son,

God keep thee,

God make thee a star for Himself

All thy life long.

FROM this our joy,
Quiet, unseen though it be,
May heaven and earth,

And all the dwellers therein,
Be eternally blessed,

Nought do we ask for ourselves.

Only that God shall take of our gladness

And share it, a sacrament perfect and holy,

To all of His creatures,

That all may rejoice in Himself.